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there's just something so intimate about drawing your crush-truth be known: it helps that whenever i draw 
alex, i do in fact feel closer to him. 


not very mature, but there is a little bit of drinking and he is naked, too. 


It was nearly midnight by the time Alex returned to his apartment in Brooklyn. Another rendezvous with 
Testament was in the books. Add to this, he finally had gotten Planetary Coalition out to the world after he had 
wanted to do it for what felt like forever, and he could not have timed it any better with the arrival of the 
summer solstice, and yet it felt so long ago despite the year behind him. Nothing else to do but to chill out 
and call it night. When the morning came beckoned the question as to what to do next. 


He ran his fingers through his shoulder length mane of jet black hair as well as that notorious silver stripe on 
the right side of his head, the only piece of hair as gray as the full moon outside of his window. Like the pearl 


upon a prince's crown. 


He then reached over and flicked on the switch next to the doorway. The floor lamp next to his couch lit up 
the big red painting on the wall: to the right stood his cluttered guitar wall, to the left was his bookshelf. 


Alone in Brooklyn 


He set his things down next to his small, shabby couch and he was about to take a seat when he peered down 
at his wrist watch. And then he remembered. 


"Oh, Sam's probably still up," he muttered to himself. 


His longtime best friend Samantha Shelley who lived two doors down from him. She lived there for as long as 
he did in New York City, since the start of the New Millennium. The last thing she told him before he 
embarked on tour was she stayed up late enough in the case of his feeling lonely on the dates and he could 
call her at any time he so wished. She had seen it before, and she had witnessed it firsthand with both 
Stormtroopers of Death and Anthrax. 


He had been sitting for a prolonged time anyway with the flight back to the Big Apple and thus, he doubled 
back outside to the warm summer night and the deserted sidewalk. Indeed, her front porch light shone bright 
from next to the door frame. 


He adjusted the lapels of his little top shirt and then he knocked on the right panel three times. Alex gave his 
hair another little toss back and kept his thumbs tucked into his pockets. He peered behind him to the empty 


street for what felt like forever when the front door swung open. 

“There he is!" 

He turned to find Sam standing there in the doorway, wrapped in a loose white paint splattered smock and with 
a paint brush in one hand. Even though she was four years older than him, her jet black hair never turned 
gray at any given time. She still looked like little Sam | am, the bored and restless art student that could from 
the coast of California, relocated to New York City, much like how he did over a decade later. She threw her 
arms around him and he returned the favor with her. 

| was wondering when you'd get home," she said as she rested her head against his chest. 


"And | was just wondering if you were up," he confessed as he held back to look right into her dark eyes. 


"You feel a lot softer than usual, too." She brought her attention to his body, which had grown a bit rounder 


in recent months. 
"That's road life for ya," he replied with a shrug of his shoulders. "And just getting old, too." 


"Well, come on in, big boy-l couldn't sleep so | was just going to make myself some tea and paint something." 


Alex closed the door behind him and the soft aroma of dough caught his attention. Sam ducked into the kitchen 


to his right, and he followed her in there, where the aroma was even stronger. 

"Damn, what smells good in here?" he asked her as he took a seat at the edge of the bar so he could watch 
her. She had set the brush down on the counter, right in front of him, and his eyes ran over the little brush 
head and the smooth dark bristles that came together to a fine point. 

"Cannoli," she replied as she switched off the oven. "Gotta have something with the tea" 

"Keep those away from me," he begged her. 

"Why? | thought you love cannoli.” 


"| do." 


Sam frowned at him, and he nibbled on his bottom lip. He lowered his gaze to his round waist and his thickened 
thighs. 


"Do you see me right now?" he asked her with a gesture down to the middle of his body. 
"| do see you." She couldn't resist showing him a grin. "You look fine, Alex." 

"Fine being relative, | presume." He raised his eyebrows and shrugged his shoulders. 

"No, fine meaning ‘elegant." 

“Elegant being relative, too." 

‘Not at alll | love the way your body looks now." 

"All fat and old just for your enjoyment,” he chided. 


"Alex, you're not that fat," she declared. "In fact, you're not fat at all And for crying out loud, you're younger 


than me. If you're old, I'm ancient." 
"Yes, | am fat-look at me! Look at this big belly!" He leaned back and placed those slender hands on his round 
belly. “It's all from eating too much. It's all from living here and being around a whole cornucopia of food all the 


time, whether it's here or out and about." 


"I think you look amazing with some extra weight," she confessed. "I think it's just a sign that you love to eat 


and you love feeling full. | mean, you did eat up all that pizza for me that one time." 


Alex let his lanky arms relax a bit and he laughed at that memory. 


"Do you remember that?" Sam rested her hands upon the edge of the counter and she gazed on at his old 


stone face. 


"How could | forget? Chuck smoked a shitload of weed and Eric, John, and | all got the munchies big time. It was 
right then | knew | was gonna get fat some day." 


"You're not fat!" she insisted "Your face is so sweet and you've got the cutest little tummy now. When you 
and | started getting closer, | seriously thought you'd look good with a little weight. And it's not big at all-its 
real cute and sweet looking.” 

"Prove it," he said. 

"Prove it?" she laughed at that. 


"Yes!" 


She nibbled on her bottom lip. There had been a few times in the past where they got close, but nothing 


happened to help either of them. There had been times where she wanted to come closer to him. 

She then raised a finger to him. 

"Don't move," she told him, and he shook his head. Sam ducked out of there and into the next room for 
something. Alex kept his hands rested upon his knees and he never flinched once the whole entire time she was 
out of there. Soon she surfaced from her bedroom with a pad of watercolor paper in one hand as well as her 
dusty old paint palette. 


"Man, you've had that thing forever, haven't you?" he teased her with a sly smirk upon his face. 


"Since the beginning of art school," she recalled, "and when both Bel and Marla told me | was gonna need it. 
Anyways-" She set the palette down on the counter before her. 


"Take off your clothes," she commanded him, and his eyes widened with horror. 
"why?" 
"Don't question it, Alex. Just do it” 


He shifted his weight in his seat and he looked down at his freshly filled out body. She bowed her head a bit so 
a piece of her black hair lowered over her right eye. He swallowed and shifted his weight again. 


| know that look," he muttered. "That look has haunted me for so long." 


‘I'm gonna tell you the same thing | said to Joey and Frankie," she started, "in fact, | think said this to you 
when | drew your full body the first time. We're both adults here. | won't do anything that makes you feel 
uncomfortable." She then peered over her shoulder to the fridge. "| have an idea." 

She opened the fridge door and took out a bottle of red wine. 

"Oh, boy," he quipped, nervous. 

"I know how you are with booze," she recalled as she shut the fridge door with her hip, "and | know how you 
like your wine, too. You told me to prove it so | wanna prove it and you know, | want you to be comfortable." 


Without another word, she opened the bottle and poured a bit into a clear clean glass from the overhead 


cupboard. 

"Is easy on me," he said. 

‘Its easy on Alex's delicate little tummy," she teased him as she handed it to him and then proceeded to pour 
herself one. She then raised a glass to him and they clinked their glasses together. He downed the whole glass 
in one gulp: he didn't realize how thirsty he was until it hit his tongue. 

"My goodness," she remarked as he set the glass down on the bar. 

"Man alive, | was dyin’ of thirst," he declared: she could see it in his eyes. 

"Take off your clothes, Alex," she commanded in a low voice. He sighed through his nose and then he held onto 
the lapels of his silk shirt. He was careful to take it off and drape it over the back of the stool. Sam sipped on 
her wine as she watched him take off his shoes, followed by his jeans and his shirt, the latter of which he 
was reluctant to take off in front of her. He held still there with his fingers on the hem and his eyes fixated 


on her. 
Sam nodded her head at him. 
"Go ahead," she gently coaxed him. "Go ahead. It's okay." 


Alex fetched up a sigh and then he peeled off his shirt for her. He stood there in his underwear right in front 
of her. 


"All the way," she encouraged him, and he recoiled a bit. 
"Come on, baby-let me see you." 


He lowered his gaze to the palette and the brush. Of course. 


Alex let them drop around his lanky ankles and he stood before her, completely nude. Sam showed him a little 


smile. 


"Now we're cooking with macaroni." She downed the rest of her wine and picked up the palette and the brush, 
and then she snapped her fingers for him to follow her into the front room. He kept his shoulders hunched and 
his hands down below his thick waist, but once she turned around to face him, she scoffed at him. 


"Come on, Alex, just relax," she begged him. "It's not like l'm gonna suck your dick and tell you it's all a game of 


cowgirl and Indian." 
"l'm just not used to this, though," he confessed with a nervous chuckle. 


"Oh, come on, you're a Renaissance man! And | want you to feel like that, too. Every Renaissance man deserves 


to be painted. So-" She patted the comfy couch cushion. "-have a seat, my love." 


His toes curled a little bit at the sound of that, but he slid onto the cushion closest to the arm. And he rested 
his arm there to help himself relax. It was just the two of them after all. Sam doubled back into the kitchen 
for a glass of water for her brush: she also dragged the bar stool in and placed it right in front of him. She 
took a seat with the watercolor paper on her lap and the palette and the water on the coffee table right 
before her. She eyed the full shape of his body, especially around his middle. 


Pleasingly plump," she noted. 

‘lm pleasingly plump if the North Pole is refreshingly chilly," he grumbled. 

"The North Pole is refreshingly chilly!" she laughed. "But look at you, though-all full and round and well fed" He 
knitted his knees together as if to be modest, but it only accentuated the softening shape of his body. "Just so 


undeniably gorgeous." 


"So do you want me to lay on my side or-?" He leaned onto his right side and he rested his elbow further on 


the arm of the couch. 
"Yeah. Just put your legs up on the cushions next to you-just like that-" 


It was awkward to feel a rush of cool air in between his legs, such that it made his face turn warm. Either 


that or it was the wine talking. 
"Your face is so rosy," she remarked. "I don't think I've ever seen it this pink before.” 


"l'm laying on my side, buck naked, and I've got a little wine in me after a three hour flight following a big ass 
tour. | feel pink" 


Without another moment's hesitation, Sam got right to work. She kept her gaze fixated on him and every so 
often, she took a glimpse down at the paper to make sure she was getting it right. She had done for so long 
and yet it helped to go back to basics every once in a while. 


"| love your body," she said at one point. "I'm just so in love with your body and the way it looks." 


Alex held perfectly still with his left hand rested upon the side of his belly as it hung down a bit. He held 
there even when he felt the pressure coming on in his right arm and his hip. But he stayed there for her. He 
watched her closely, at the movement of the brush and the soft look of love in her eyes. 


They had known each other for years and yet that look and her desire to create always left a soft feeling in 
his stomach. She was fascinated by him, because she saw him as an artist rather than a genius. She saw him 


as aman rather than a god. 

And it all came down to her painting him right at that moment and how she felt about him. 

"I just think back to what you said to Joey that one time," he piped up. 

"What one time?" She chuckled at that as she lightly ran the paint brush down the paper. "Joey and | went out 
for about a year and a half before he met Krista, and then again literally ten years later. It's been on and off 
between us." 

"When you guys started going out and | overheard you saying that exact same thing to him," Alex replied as 
he shifted his weight a bit. "Like, verbatim. You said the exact same thing to him. How you love his body and 


how you wanted to render it somehow." 


"Well-understand, | was madly in love with him then," she pointed out as she rinsed off her brush. "| wanted to 
draw him the way I've been drawing you but-his heart has always been with Krista" 


She dipped the brush into the patch of black, which he soon figured out was Prussian blue mixed with a bit of 


dark brown. 
"And yours is with me," he said in a near whisper. Sam lifted her gaze from the palette for a look over at his 
nude body. She had the look of love with him, but then there were the times his face softened at the sight of 


her. 


"Right?" Alex asked her with a raise of his eyebrows. Sam raised her head and showed him a warm little smile, 


but she never replied He knew she was thinking it, but she never replied. 


Instead she bowed her head again and resumed painting. He knew she was rendering his head. She then cleared 


her throat and spoke again. 


"Referring back to Joey and Krista, just yesterday, she asked me why you and | aren't married yet" 


"Yet?" Alex chuckled at that. 

"Yeah, | know. | told her that | feel like you and | have known each other for so long, and we keep coming back 
to each other, and it's so soft and silky and cozy between us that | have no choice but to come back home to 
Mr. Skolnick. And so it's because of that, according to her, we might as well be." 

"Nah," he shook his head. 

"| know, right? We're best friends. | think that in and of itself should be enough." 


"| think it should be, too," he confessed. 


"We like each other. We love each other. | can take it" Sam dipped the head of the brush in the bright sunny 
yellow paint. 


"Who needs a piece of paper to say it, am | right?" He showed her a little smirk. 
"Right!" 
She raised her gaze again and he wondered what she was putting that yellow on. 


"You know, I've always loved the way you look whenever you get all full of food," she confessed. "You get all 


silky and sweet looking." 
"Like the night you finally warmed up to me?" he recalled. 
"| think it was you who warmed up to me," she corrected him, to which he shrugged. 


"| dunno if it matters-it was the night we both finally calmed our asses down and said 'yes' to each other." 


That brought a laugh out of her, and she rinsed off the brush again 

The thin head of the brush with a bit of China white on top for the signature streak atop his own head. Within 
time, she rinsed off the brush and showed him the painting, to which he brought a hand to his chest as if he 
had seen Avalon. 

"Oh, my god-Sam. You never cease to amaze me." 


"I kept messing up your fingers," she said, "on your right hand" 


"They look good, though!" he declared. "Eh, it's guitar player's fingers after all" He dragged himself along the 
cushions a bit and his right ached from holding it there for so long. 


"Would you like some tea?" she offered him as she set the paper on the stool. 

"Yes, please-and can | sit up now?" he asked her with a slight pout to his lips. 

"Yes, you may, big and beautiful," she announced as she wiped the head of the brush on the towel. Alex rolled 
over onto his back and hoisted himself up onto his elbows: his body had grown soft enough that it was slightly 
difficult to sit up without the use of his arms. Sam strode over to him to help him but he managed to do it. 
He leaned back against the back of the couch and then he took glimpse down at himself. 

"| feel so distended," he confessed, and she reached down and lovingly patted his little belly. 

"Nah, you're cute," she giggled. "Just so cute." 

"Which is it?" he teased her. 

"What do you mean?" 

"l'm beautiful, cute, hot-which is it, Sam | am?" 


“All of those things." 


She stooped over and brought her face close to his. Those smooth sensual lips. That large beaklike aquiline 
nose. Those deep eyes that haunted her for decades. 


"You are a man of many colors, baby," she whispered to him as she ran her fingers through his gray streak 
"You're not just saying that ‘cause of that, are you?" His eyes darted up towards his streak. 


"The stripe is the epitome of it. I've known you since you were a young boy and I've watched you blossom into 


such a big and beautiful man" 


‘Its funny-l've always wondered why you always come back to me, too," he admitted with his voice low and 


husky. He sat there before her, nude and growing as round as a Buddha. 


‘I've always wondered, too," she added. "Because you're just so full and lush now-l love every inch of you. | 
take that back, I'm in love with every inch of you. I'm in love with every inch of you, every inch of this man 
before me. | don't need to marry you-l love you that much. | never want to stop drawing you, even when the 
streak overtakes and it all turns gray, and it falls out of your head, and even when your body softens to the 


point of no return" 


Those sensual lips turned up into a sweet little smile, one that made her think of Cliff. He lowered his gaze to 
the paint brush in her free hand, and she brought her lips to his forehead again. She looked right into those 


deep set eyes and showed him a smile in return. He was usually so stone faced and serious but whenever he 


looked at her, he grew as soft and silken as the skin on his belly. He was a sixteen year old boy once again. 
"Are those cannolis still warm?" he asked her in a small voice. 
"I believe they are, given | never took them out of the oven," she told him with a wink. "Put your clothes back 


on and I'll bring the tray in plus some tea. | want you to eat to your heart's desire. | want you to feel the love 


| feel for you within you.” 


